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PREFACE. 


HE  favourable  reception  tills  tragedy  has 


JL  met  with  from  an  indulgent  public,  at  a 
period  when  the  hi  aft  s  of  undiftinguilhing  ridi¬ 


cule  have  been  (I  think,  injudicioufly)  pointed  at 
this  noble  and  affedHng  fpecies  of  the  drama,  calls 
for  my  war  melt  acknowledgements. 

Nor  mult  my  acknowledgments  hop  here.  To 
Mr.  Hap.ris  my  obligations  are  great:  his  good 
fenfe  and  tafte  called  my  attention  to  more  than 
one  impropriety  in  the  conduct  of  the  piece, 
when  hrft  offered  j  Ins  liberal  turn  of  mind  gave 
it  every  advantage  of  decoration  \  wiiilfl  his  can¬ 
dour  and  politenefs  removed  the  dragons  which 
have  been  fuppofed  to  guard  the  avenues  to  the 
theatre,  and  which  have  tbo  long  deterred  many 
of  our  greateft  writers!  from  taking  this  road 
to  the  temple  of  Fame.  -  ; 

A  conduct  like  his  cannot  fail  of  .having  the 
hap  pled  effects  on  the  world -of  literature  \  of 
pluming  once  more  the  eagle, wing  of  genius, “till 
it  foars  to  the  great  fublime  which  charaflerizcd 
the  writers  of  ancient  Greece  $  and,  in  later  times, 
our  immortal  father  of  the  drama. 

To  the  performers  in  general  I  am  obliged  for 
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Mr.  Henderson,  by  bis  excellent  anti  anima¬ 
ted  performance,  places  in  the  ftrongeft  point  of 
hgnt  thw  amiable  \irtues,  unafftficd  grandeur  of 
foul,  and  heroic  ardour,  which  it  was  mv  aim  to 
picture  in  Pharnaces. 

Mr.  Aickin  fills  with  equal  propriety  and  fpirit 
the  vindictive  part  of  Athridates;  and  Mr. 
Clark,  by  the  juftnefs  of  his  a&ion  and,  refpe&> 
ablenefs  of  his  deportment,  gives  an  authority  to 
the  character  of  Orontes,  which  adds  very 
greatly  to  its  effect. 

f  am  now  to  fpeak  of  Mrs.  Yates.  My  friend- 
jti-p  for  her,  a  friendfhip  founded  not  more  on 
rny  admiration  of  her  uncommon  talents,  than  on 
tae  worthy  qualities  of  her  heart,  with  which  a 
ienes  of  years  have  made  me  perfeffly  acquainted 
render  it  as  hard  a  talk  for  me  to  fpeak  of  her  as 
of  myfdf.  I  feel  a  diffidence  which  impedes  my 
wifh  to  do  her  jufhce,  even  at  the  moment  when 
1  am  moft  feniible  how  much  my  feeble  attempts 
to  touch  the  nobler  paffions  of  the  foul  owe  to 
her  a  ft o mining  exertion  in  the  character  of  Tha- 

MYRIS. 


Liu  t  he  public  have  fpoken  for  me  *,  have  given 
juft  applauie  to  th«  fublime  fenfibility,  that  emhu- 
i  i.i.t  i;;e,  '  uhe  cxqmfite  graces  of  aftion,  which 
compet  ever  France  itfelf,  however  tenacious  of 
native  merit,  to  rank  her  with  a  Du  mesnil,  a 

It  remains  only  to  return  my  thanks  to  thofe 
g.-ntlemen  who  favoured  me  with  the  Prolooue 
and  Lpi.ogue:  the  good  fenfe,  poetic  fpirit,  and 
‘'in'-'f  I,ua’bTS>  ot  the  former,  were  finely  ex- 
}  h>'  1,1 ;  Henderson  ;  whilft  the  pood- 

humoured  and  lively  raillery  of  the  latter  which 

1°  LPPil?  {and  1  ,lav*  authority  to  fly  ’whhm 
an  id  .a  or  perionaitty)  catches  the  reigning  follies 
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of  fl'n  fc°pe  t0  the  COm!c  P0Wei's 

the  Sk^c'v  nifl“fd  ?is  addrefs- .Jwd  not 

from  whence  L  W1  W  r  .n  • \  t?e  Italian  one, 

him,  though  otlierwife  fovourabIe°in  h?s  kd 

detert  ■{  of  whiA  I  ihouTi 

the  othe  -  chali  CaPable>  tb«  of  facrificing 
YathT  «r  a  rs  t0  my  friendfhip  for  Mrs" 

‘  wants  no  fuch  unworthy  facrifke  * 

i  *  wil1  er  fopp°-  tLlufeh-: ; 

.iX sf Z'c°i"?e  {Te\y,s  fromth* 

to  make  a  ^ a^"  * 

homparitively  fhort  as  the  charatHer  nf  V  ~ 

fla«-  ">*** i'not^a 

I  a  foreign  nenerSfor Pn “Di,ag.  hii,n  at  the  fe«  of 
th-fW^ri  ,  Pompey  1S  the  real  hero  of 

%n?rrof  ™ vahv' h  rVOm'ed  t0  wft0«  Wm  to  the 

defender  and  iXrfe 
°P.  ’  ,°L  an  abJe&  dependent  on  the  haurh  v 
^pnee,  the  tyrannic  infolence,  of  the  Rom-nV^ 

I  have  d  1C  chl  dJ  the  Italian  author  has  judged  as 
I  have  done ;  and  not  hazarded  introducing;™ 

as  a  fpeaker  m  the  drama;  therefore  I  cannot  wi-\ 

any  juft.ee  be  accufed  of  withdrawing,  1"  eomo  h 

10  friend,  a  iituation  which  never  exafed 

of  my  fubjea  “  1  b°rr0wed  t!le  ^ftidea 

What  effeft  the  contrary  conduft  in  the  Ene'i'h 
Opera  ought  have  had,  it  is  impoliible  for  me  ta 
judge  as  was  abroad  at  the  time  when Two- 
represented;  but  I  own  I  ihould  itave  trembled  « 
hazaiding,  in  the  charafter  of  an  infant,  an  effort 
*r  herQtfm*  whlcb  only  reflexion  on  the  reladve 

"  3  duties 


/ 
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;utks  of  £gsr ad' 

Va  ICmeanSnot  W  *is  'to  condemn  the  author  of  the 

Englhh  tXpofe 

good  an  opinion  ot .  h.s  j  g 
the  circumftance  might  have  etrcct ,  a  r 

it  exempt  from  that  feventy  of  cnt.afm  to  hi 
m  r-  \<redv  muft  ever  be  iubject. 

it  b  perhaps  right  to  obferve,  that  feme  1  me 
v  lb  h  were  iudicicufiv  Omitted  m  the  reprefutt.t 
Sn  are  reftored  j  buefo  few  that  I  thought  it  tin- 
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prologue 


Written  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  COLLIER, 
And  fpoken  by  Mr.  HENDERSO  N. 

I  V  vain  would faiire,  with  mflgwd<td  rare, 

,  Defame  the  manners  of  a  pel  /h’d  are  • 

■  /  attach'd  to  d  iff  pat  ion's  wheel, 

'Z£V*  ^eaUs  ^  lof  both  power  and  w  /h  to  feel: 

'  hen  Papon's  Jhafts  with  intern  ngled  H’uht 
From  pleajing  pa  n  produce  fever e  delght  ’•  & 

>  hen  ferrew  weeps,  with  preflmt  wees  ipprefl, 
t  joy  f>r  terrors  pajl  rears  high  its  crefl 

PT,!l7phantv,iUufhM,’trf^ 

•a  a  fubmjfve  her  command  obey. 

Thus,  on  perf lion's  height  we  raze  ln>ent 
But  who  /hall  dare  to  climb  the  Jieep  afeent  ? 

'hen  hope  Jo  frequent  mourns  its  own  di [grace  y 
And  checks  our  ardor  in  tti  adventurous  race  ? 

With  doubting  fep,  and  agitated  mien , 

Our  bard  advances  on  the  for  my  feene  - 
Rejects  the fuccour  of  pretended  art. 

And  builds  m  flattering  hope,  but  'on  the  heart. 

* 

Arorw:ll  /  longer  fpread  the  th:n  dfgwfe 
A  woman  here  the  plaintive  tale fluppl  es ; 

On  virtue’s  bafe /he  rears  the  female  thkone. 

Calls  forth  your  feelings,  as /he  paints  her  own  • 

Iv  hat  e’er  ,n  wedded  love  the  breafl  can  warm, 

Or  give  to  filial  bonds  the  highefl  charm ; 

What  dir 
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Whatever  emotions  through  the  hofom  dart , 

For  pangs  which  keenejt  pierce  a  parent1  s  heart  ; 
Here  /hall  her  feeble  hand  attempt  to  raife. 

Give  us  y  our  tears ,  w  ajk  no  truer  praife. 

What  though  the  gentler  fex  of  late  have  Jkovcn 
At  leaf  a  right  to  Jhuire  the  poets  crown, 

Still  has  imperious  man  aff tim'd  the  claim 
Round  merit's  brow  to  bind  the  wreath  of  fame  ; 
Affert  yourfehves ,  ye  fair  !  th  ;s  chofen  night , 

And  prove  your  powers  to  judge  as  well  as  write  ; 
Thus  man ,  with  pride  rein  Plant,  /hall  confefs , 
Each  Mufe  may  puffy  wear  a  woman's  drefs  • 

7o  your  indulgence  /hall  his  rigour  bend, 

Nor  dare  to  cenfure  what  your  tears  commend* 


D  R  A* 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


Pharkaces,  King  of  Pontus. 


Orontes,  High  Prieft  of  Themis,  Mr.  Cl,rke. 


•Artaeanes,  General  of  Phar- 
naces, 

/  1 

Artaxias,  General  of  Athri- 
dates, 

Xiphares.  and  old  Officer,  at¬ 
tending  on  Eumenes, 

Ti  cranes,  an  Officer  of  Ph  ar- 
naces, 

Q^c  hanes,  an  Officer  of 


Ath  ridates, 

* 

Messenger, 


Mr.  J.  Wilson. 


Thamyris,  Queen  of  Pontus,  Mrs.  Yates. 


SCENE.  The  City  of  Sinope,  and  th 
Athridates  under  its’ Walls. 


i no pe,  and  the  Camp  of 

IT/  11  * 
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1HE  5IICI  or  SINOPE,  £ 

SCENE  III, 

athridates,  artaxias. 

A  R  TexpJ?10kI  y°n  Uquid  Ph!n  !~I(S  finooti 
Latem£orWith  WackeninS  ftorms,  like  a  dear 

g! ,« £  tttenggss-- 

Ot  this  propitious  day  !  PI  }  Dlem 

T, A  T,”  R,'  Calm  is  the  Pea, 

■*  winds  are  hnfliM  0n  j 

Ti » »)-  ■»<-•»  * bi  x  ir„"r  “  > 

A  RT  Ax.  _  My  lord  !-_ _ 6 

T,A  T  H a  Artaxia? to  %  faithful  bread: 

Thy  mallei  truhs  lus  every  care  Tu  i 

Dear  to  my  foul,  and  fondlyVouoJ1  b°Ul’  , 

Art  ax.  To-morrow’s  dawn  ftalfC* 

,  vows  exchang’d  1  fee  >’0l!r 

t'oS  jssssaswr  ■  ?■"  w»u 

"'/“"m '"8  “ 

p“ .  Jir  ComanaTfoi;  waSor’df5  ^  **  ^  ' 

i  ll  ft  claims  my  grateful  vow.  She  VI 

And  o’er  the  land  bv  fell  ,!,T  “  my  arm  ; 

March’d  by  my  fide  arravM 
And  /hook  her 

conquefir,  1  ‘  &he  £ave  me 

The  glorious  meed  of  heroes 
ART  ax.  The  fierce  hour 
Oi  raging  indignation  is  elaps’d. 

Is  pail  for  ever.  , 

T;A  f  H'"i'  i  .^es’  ’tispafi. — forever- 

Yet  h  r  °  IW  now  °’er't>Ps  the  laurel 
Xet  bufy  memory  will  not  be  reftrain’d ; 


She 
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She  will  recall  thofe  times  of  wild  contention, 
When,  driv’n  by  Mithridates  from  my  throne. 
With  unrelenting,  favage,  fury  driven  ! — 

Yon  vail  expanfe  of  waves,  this  globe  of  earth. 
No  longer  found  for  thy  infulted  lord 
A  kind  afyium  from  the  Victor’s  rage. — 

Canit  thou  forget  my  fon,  in  youth’s  hrh  prime, 
A  beauteous  branch,  torn  from  the  parent  Idem, 
And  falling,  in  gay  vernal  bloom,  to  earth  ? 
Canft  thou  forget  the  borrows  which  for  him 
Have  harrow’d  up  this  bofom  ? 

Artax.  Bythechance 

•Of  furious  war  he  fell,  whith  glory  fell. 

And  hain’d  his  youthful  fword  with  hohile  blood. 

At  hr.  I  faw  him  fall ;  frill  reft  the  traces  here  5 
I  live, — and  yet  his  fpirit  unappeas’d 
Upbreads  my  lingering  vengeance. 

Artax.  Why  p  urfue 

On  Pontus’  guiltlefs  king  a  father’s  crimes  ? 

A  thr.  Tho’  year's  on  years  have  roll’d,  hill  at 
the  name 

Of  Mithridates,  keen  refentment  points 
The  fleeping  thunder ;  the  hern  furies  rife 
With  ten-fold  ferpents  crown’d. 

Artax.  Be  all  your  wrongs, 

My  royal  lord,  forgot ! - 

Athr.  Yet  more,  Pharnaces, 

This  friend,  this  new  ally,  did  he  not  bear. 

At  dead  of  night,  from  thele  defencelefs  arms, 
My  child,  my  Thamyris  *,  the  only  hope 
Of  my  declining  years  •,  the  only  hope 
His  father’s  fword  had  left  me  ? 

A  r  T  a  x .  On  his  throne 

She  more  than  {hares  his  power,  reflected,  lov’d _ 

The  idol  of  his  foul ! 

A  t  H  v, .  She  was  my  pride, 

My  joy,  my  age’s  comfort,  fair  as  nature 
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J/efli  from  forming  hands  of  mighty  Tove  * 
Nor  was  her  mind  left  perfeft,  fram’d,  at  once,  ‘ 
JO  give  the  hour  of  private  life  its  grace. 

Or  lhare  the  toils  of  empire. — But  no  more  !— . 
l^et  me  not  thus,  with  retrofpe&ive  eye 
Recall  the  fatal  palf.  '  * 

A  rt  ax.  O  Athridates  ! 

Great  Lord  of  nations,  learn,  at  lad,  to  vanquish 
iiiy  own  unconquer’d  heart. 

A  t  h  r.  What  wou’d  thy  zeal ! _ 

Have  I  not  pledged  my  faith  ? 

A  r  tax.  The  faith  of  kin gs 


.  mould  be  irrevocable  as  the  mandate 

From  Jove’s  imperial  throne.  ’Tis  not  an  hour 

hi  nee  to  m’  ambadador,  in  yonder  tent, 

^.our  royal  hand  was  given  in  pledge  of  peace. 


SCENE  IV. 

ATHRIDATES,  ARTAXIAS,  *  MESSENGER. 

Mess.  Mighty  king  ! 

A  moment  fmce,  the  centinels  defcry’d 
A  warlike  train,  from  yonder  hills  defending, 
Who  this  way  bend  their  march  the  tow’ring 
eagles  5 

Declare  them  Ptoman. 

A  t hr.  Brave  Domitus  comes : 

To  tieaties  faithful,  leads  his  dauntlefs  warriors, 
Fiom  1  ybei  s  banks  to  join  my  conquering  arms. 
A  ft'i  ax.  fie  comes  to  diare  the  bounty"  of  the 
gods  ; 

Fair  concord’s  heart-felt  joys. 

At  hr.  He  comes  to  diare 
The  joys  of  Athridates.  Mark  me  well : 

When  in  the  calf  the  ruddy  Breaks  of  light 
Firft  gild  the  gay  horizon,  let  the  troops. 
Arrang’d,  in  burn  idl’d  arms,  attend  my  wild 

R  2  SCENE 
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SCENE  V. 

A  T hr.  Yes,  the  grey  dawn  fhall  fee  me  in  Si¬ 
nope; 

Shall  fee  my  incenfe  rife,  but  not  to  Themis. 
Safe,  (as  they  deem)  depending  on  my  faith, 
Sinope’s  thoughtlefs  warriours  fhare  the  feaft. 
Begin  the  choral  fong,  the  graceful  dance, 

And  drain  the  fprightly  bowl.  Still  blind  to  fate. 
Let  them  enjoy  the  mirthful  hour,  and  twine 
The  feftal  rofe  round  their  devoted  brows, 

Nor  fpy  the  adder  lurking  mid’ft  the  leaves. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

An  open  Place  in  the  City  of  Sinope  before  the  Portlet 
of  the  Temple  of  Themis. 

ARTABANES,  TIGRAN  E  S. 

T  I  G  R  A  N  E  S. 

HAIL  to  my  friend,  by  whofe  fuccefsful  cares, 
The  peace  of  Pontus  on  the  firm  foundation 
Of  royal  faith  is  fil’d,  for  ages  fix’d. 

From  the  tall  citadel's  commanding  fummit. 
Advancing  fwiftly  to  the  Eaftern  gate, 

I  faw  the  Cappadocian  troops  approach 
In  fhining  arms. — Their  neareft  files,  ere  this, 

By  Athridates  led,  have  gain'd  the  city. 

A  rt  ae.  No  longer  hoftile,  to  the  palling  winds 
His  people’s  father,  brave  Pharnaces,  gives 
His  paft  refentment,  and  prepares  to  meet 
With  every  public,  every  martial  honour, 
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ihe  siege  or  sinope, 

Due  to  a  monarch,  hero,  father,  friend. 

The  royal  Athridates. 

Tigr.  At  the  altar 

Their  iacred  faith  exchang’d,  all  beauteons  con* 
cord 

Prepares  a  fairer  wreathe  than  that  of  conqucfl, 
To  bind  their  peaceful  brows. 

Artab,  Belov’d  of  Heav’n, 

The  gentle  power  defeends,  with  placid  mien. 

To  blefs  with  milder  joys  our  monarch’s  reign. 

i  igr.  With  public  happinefs,  for  him  the  gods 
Propitious  have  entwin’d  the  heart-felt  blifs 
Which  waits  the  foft  affe&ions.  From  this  hour 
(No  longer  by  conflicting  duties  torn) 

The  queen  to  heaven  prefers  her  ardent  vows ; 
Vows  which  ahufband  and  a  father  fliare. 

Artab.  Even  at  this  moment,  when  the  im¬ 
perfect  dawn 

Juft  tinges  with  a  faint  and  trembling  luflre 
The  gilded  turrets  of  yon  holy  fane, 

She  feeks  the  righteous  power.  The  names  belov’d 
Of  Athridates  and  Pharnaces  rife 
In  rapturous  gratulations,  at  the  /brine 
Of  tutelary  Themis.  As  /he  pafs’d, 

I  mark’d  the  triumph  which  with  heighten’d  grace 
Adorn’d  her  lovely  form :  fhe  feem’d  to  fcorn 
The  earth  /he  trod  on,  and  entranc’d  with  joy 
To  prefs  with  lighter  ftep  the  balmy  air. 

Tigr.  Her  mind,  unruffled  with  the  threat- 
run  g  florin. 

Which  hung  fo  late  o’er  thefe  devoted  walls, 
Re/umes  its  wonted  greatnefs. 

Artab.  All  the  flrength 

Of  manly  wifdom,  mix’d  with  woman’s  fweetnefl, 
In  her  fair  foul  a  bright  aflemblage  meet  j 
Soft  as  the  doves  in  Cytherea’s  car, 

Yet  lofty  as  th’ imperial  eagle’s  flight. 
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But  Vis  the  hour,  when  by  the  king’s  command, 

I  join  th’  approaching  train.  Meanwhile  Vis  thine 
.Around  thefe  lofty  walls  with  care  to  range 
Thy  chofen  files,  and  guard  the  facred  portal. 

SCENE  II. 

T  i  c  r  a  k  e  s  /peaks  as  the  Scene  changes. 

The  temple  gates  unfold,  and,  fee  !  the  queen, 
Bright  as  Aurora,  riling  in  the  eah  ! 

"What  mingled  graces !  Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs, 
Drefs’d  by  the  finiling  loves,  and  feitive  hours. 

On  blue  Olympus’  harry  height  appears. 

Scene  draws  to  Jolemn  mu ftc ,  and  df cowers  the  Jnfide  of 
the  Temple — the  Pillars  adorned  with  fefioons  of  flowers 
— an  Altar  burning ,  crowned  with  Wreathes  of  Ol.cve 
— Orontes,  Priefisy  and  Virgins  in  white ,  ranged  on 
each  fide — Thamyris  /landing  by  the  Altar. 

T  h  am.  All  righteous  Themis !  to  thy  name  \vc 
pour 

The  fong  of  gratitude  !  By  thee  fweet  peace 
Spreads  her  foft  wings  around  us  *,  raft  beflde 
Thy  facred  altar  the  fair  wanderer  refts  : 

Yet  not  her  choiceh  gifts,  not  Pontus  lav’d, 

W ould  fill  my  vows,  if,  by  the  goddefs  led, 

Great  Athridates  came  not.  Once  again 
My  filial  arms  (hall  prefs  a  much  lov’d  father  *, 
Again  his  child,  his  Thamyris,  fhall  fee 
The  fmile  paternal  on  his  aged  cheek, 

And  hear  his  voice  in  bleffings.  Ye,  my  virgins, 
Bring  the  frefh  flow’rets  of  the  lovely  fpring, 

To  lfrew  his  honour’d  path. 

Or  on.  '1  lie  monarchs  come  : 

Ere  this  they  have  embrac’d,  and  bend  their  hens 

To 
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To  this  propitious  flirine. — Ye  holy  train, 

Prepare  the  rites,  prepare  the  facred  cup, 

A  pure  libation  to  the  attefting  gods, 

The  pledge  of  future  concord.  Raife  the  {train 
To  a  wful  Themis,  arbitrefs  of  kings. 

[As  Orontes  approaches  the  altar,  and  the  orchejlra 
begin  the  ac company ment,  loud  thunder  is  heard 
cn  the  left — the  temple  Jhakei — the  fames  on  the 
altar  are  fuddenly  extinguijhed,  and  the  whole 
fcene  darkened.  ] 

Avert  thefe  omens,  heaven ! 

T  ham.  Immortal  powers  ! 

If  with  pure  heart,  and  will  to  heaven  refign’d, 

I  fought  this  holy  fane,  protect  and  pardon 
Y  our  trembling  votary.  Speak  your  awful  purpofe. 

SCENE  III. 

THAMYRIS,  ARTABANES,  ORONTES, 

Pr  lefts  and  Virgins. 

A  rtae.  Break  off, break  off,  your  inaufpiciou? 
rites  ! 

With  heav’n  the  impious  Athridates  wars  : 

The  R.omans,  foes  profeft  of  human  kind. 

Abet  his  perfidy.  The  king  a  while 
Retards  his  progrefs,  but  I  fear  in  vain  : 

Sinope  ftreams  with  blood.  With  feftive  fongs. 
Unarm’d  and  crown’d  with  wreaths  of  peaceful 
olive, 

Our  unfufpe&ing  warriors  met  his  fteps, 

And  ru fix’d  on  death  :  nor  helplefs  infancy, 

Nor  trembling  age  efcapes  :  on  to  the  palace. 
The  murderer  hews  his  way. 

X ham.  Ha!  to  the  palace  ! 


Is 
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Is  my  child  fafe !  quick,  anfwer — fpare,  oh  fpar£ 
A  parents  anguifh. 

Artab.  By  the  king’s  command. 

The  valiant  Gordias,  with  a  chofen  band. 
Protects  his  innocence. 

O  Ron.  Illuftrious  mourner  ! 

Leave  to  the  gods  thy  righteous  caufe  ;  their  power 
Can  ftrike  the  faulcliion  from  th*  uplifted  arm. 
And  wither  every  nerve. 

Th  am.  O!  didft  thou  know 

A  mother’s  fears— her  agonizing  terrors, 

E’en  when  no  danger  threats  !  Alarm’d  die  hears 
1  he  rufhing  whirlwind  in  the  zephyr’s  breath, 

If  abfent  from  her  offspring;  let  me  fly 
And  clafp  him  to  my  boforn  ;  there  alone 
My  fears  will  think  him  fafe. 


SCENE  IV. 

ORONTES,  TIGRANES,  and  PrJefls, 

* 

Eigr.  Rever’d  Orontes, 

I  fought  the  queen  ;  from  yonder  lcene  of  liorrot 
I  flew  to  guard  her  fteps. 

Or  on.  Brave  Artabanes 

Conduas  her  to  the  palace. -But  our  monarch  ' 
i  harnaces  !  Does  he  live  ? 

1  igr.  "W ith  matchlefs  valor 

He  Rems  die  tide  of  battle  ;  but  too  foon 
in  unequal  conflict  ends  !  Surpriz’d,  betray’d, 

A  prey  to  bafeft  perfidy,  he  falls ; 

And  Rome  and  Athridates  rule  in  Fcntus. 
Farewel :  this  fword  may  yet  aflift  my  prince. 

Oron.  Say  to  the  king,  the  gods  arc  friends  to 
truth : 

Let  him  remember,  keen  Adverfity 
Is  Virtue’s  healthful  fchool :  to-morrow’s  dawn 

Mar 


"i  I  I  F.  SIEGE  G  ?  SINOPE.  I  ^ 

May  fee  this  tyrant,  whofe  prehdious  bofom, 
With  impious  daring,  mocks  the  facred  vow, 

P roftrate  on  earth,  confefs  the  gods  are  juft. 
Pietire,  whilft  here  the  minifters  of  heaven, 
Submiilive,  deprecate  the  wrath  divine. 

[Scene  clofes] 

SCENE  V. 

An  Appartment  in  the  Palace. 

*> 

PHARNACES,  THAMYRIS, 

Tham.  My  lord  liny  life!  do  I  again  behold 
thee  ? 

At  light  of  thee,  my  terrors  all  are  vanilh’d. 

Like  darknefs  at  the  morning’s  orient  beam. 
Phar.  Clear  rofe  that  orient  beam,  to  fet  in 
blood ! 

And  is  it  thus  we  meet  ?  O  Thamyris  ! 

Thy  impious  father  !  But  I  would  not  grieve  thee. 
Th am.  Canft  thou  forgive  me ! — Cruel  Athri- 
dates  ! 

Why  art  thou  leagued  with  Rome,  whofe  fell  am¬ 
bition 

Spurns  Nature’s  laws,  and  points  the  father’s  fword 
E'en  at  his  children’s  bofoms  ? 

Phar.  Though  defeated, 

I  am  not  conquer’d ;  ftill  the  mighty  fpirlt 
Of  Mithridates  animates  this  bofom. 

One  hope  remains:  beneath  Sinope’s  walls, 

My  rhoiceft  troops,  encamp’d,  exped  with  ardour 
Their  monarch’s  prefence,  as  the  happy  lignal 
Of  <  1  i >'  4  and  revenge.  The  gods  may  give  me 
i  o  *•••;•.•  tl\e  •  lurel  from  the  faithlefs  brows 
Of  Ho  f  and  Caopadocia,  and  to  ftrike 

:  ft  ft  .  h ion  to  the  tyrant’s  heart*. 

Tham. 
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Th  am.  For  me  what  hope  remains  ?  a  liufband, 
father, 

Arm’d  to  deftroy  each  other.  My  lov’d  lord  ! 

By  the  fond  paffion  which  unites  our  fouls, 

Let  me  adjure  thee,  by  the  rolling  years 
Of  faith  unfpotted,  go  not  to  the  field. 

Phar.  Soul  of  my  life,  forbear  !  the  prefent 
moment 

Is  all  the  fates  allow ;  I  mufi  not  hear  thee. 

Is  this  a  time  for  foftnefs,  when  Revenge 
Prefents  her  flaming  fword,  with  blood  diflaiu’d. 
And  fummons  me  away  !  the  minutes  call : 

E’en  while  I  fpeak,  my  guiltlefs  people  perifh  ; 
Terror  and  death  round  Athridates  fialk  ; 

If  foften’d  by  thy  tears  my  purpofe  flackens, 
Tispaft,  and  Pontus  falls. 

Th  a  m .  Inhuman,  go  ; 

Ilafle  to  the  warring  camp,  and  leave  me  here. 
The  favage  conqueror’s  prey  ;  leave  thy  Eumenes, 
Thy  helplefs  fon,  with  me  to  drag  a  chain, 

To  grace  the  vidtors  car,  and  foothe  the  pride 
Of  impious  Rome. 


I  hy  words  have  rous’d  a  ferpent. 


But  heaven  infpires !  Yes  !  1  will  fave  you  both. 
Tn am.  Then  thou  wilt  ftay,  and  guard  with 
pious  care 

j  he  palace  of  thy  fathers — -guard  thy  fon  ! 

1  hy  wire  !  thy  people  !  who  with  ardeht  eves 
Look  up  to  thee  for  fitfetv. 
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Swear  to  obey  whatever  commands  the  gods 
By  me  impofe. 

Tham.  I  fwear,  by  awful  Themis, 

Proteclrefs  of  the  injur’d !  \ 

PrtAR*  -  Heaven  may  give  me 
To  conquer  in  a  caufe  which  every  god 
Mull  fure  approve  :  but  if  the  haughty  eagles 
Here  bend  their  fatal  flight  :  if  heaven  decrees 
The  fubjedt- world  muft  weep  in  chains,  to  glut 
Rome’s  mercilefs  ambition  :  if  Pharnaces 
From  yonder  field,  where  hope  expands  her  wing. 
Returns  a  breathlefs  corfe  ;  or,  vanquiih’d,  leaves 
thee 

A  lielplefs  captive  in  the  victor’s  power - 

How  lhall  Ifpeak  the  reft  ?  See’fi  thou  this  dagger  ? 
A  hufband’s  lafi:,  heft  gift. 

Tham.  Thou  haft  divin’d 

My  foul’s  unfhaken  purpofe.  Thamyris 
Will  die  a  queen,  and  free. 

Phar.  Yet  there  is  more. 

Now  fteel  thy  foul,  for  I  ftiall  wound  it  deep  ! 
Eumenes  ! 

Tham.  My  child  ? - Thou  canft  not  mean — 

Phar.  Shall  he,  the  royal  heir  of  mighty  kings — • 
A  line  of  heroes — at  the  conqueror’s  wheels 
Drag  a  vile  chain,  a  fpe<Tacle  of  fcorn 
Through  Rome’s  infulfing  ftreets?  Could’ft  thou, 
expiring, 

Leave  him  in  Roman  bonds  ? 

Tham.  The  dreadful  image 
Chills  every  fource  of  life. 

Phar.  If  Rome  prevails, 

Deep  in  his  infant  bofom  plunge  that  fteel, 

And  fave  him  from  dilhonour !  [Thamyris  fa'nte 
Ha!  ftie  dies!  ' 

The  blood  forfakes  Iter  cheek  !  What  have  I  done  ? 
T  oo  far  I  urged  her  heart. 


Tham. 
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I  ham.  [ Recovering.]  Where  is  Eurhenes ! 

I  thought — but  Was  a  dream  !  Ah  !  no —that 
dagger — 

DO 

The  dire  remembrance  flafhes  on  my  foul ; 
lharf  aces,  could  thy  hand  ? — Alas  he  knows  not 
A  mother’s  tendernels. 

Phar.  Like  thee  a  parent, 

X  love  rny  child,  e'en  with  a  mother’s  fondnefs  ; 
Yet  to  prefeve  him  from  ignoble  bonds  — 

Put  I  will  trull  thy  virtue:  to  thy  care 
1  leave  rny  all,  rny  fon  rrv  kingdom’s  hope. 

If  heaven  directs  the  battle,  we  fhall  meet, 
Victorious  meet :  if  not,  that  mind  auguft 
s'/ill  fpeak  the  reft  j  tis  thine  to  fet  him  free. 

i  h  am.  And  canll  thou  leave  me  thus,  perhaps 

lor  ever  !  1 

O  !  I  have  much  to  fay— tliefe  flatting  tears— 

Phar.  My  foul's  be  ft  treafure !  fee’ll  thou  not 
the  pangs 

Which  rend  my  tortur’d  heart?  the  mighty  voice 
Of  public  duty  calls  me.  Does  the  florin  ' 

On  us  alone  defeend  ?  At  this  dread  moment  n 
How  many  weeping  matrons  mourn  their  lords  ! 
How  many  agonizing  mothers  curfe. 

In  bittcineis  os  ion),  thy  father’s  fword  ! 

M  ilt  thou  confpire  againil  ir  e  !  Pitying  gods  ! 

P  *ave  me  fr°ra  forrows !  I  muft  leave  thee- 
Leave  thee  midft  foes ;  but  ’tis  to  fave  from  bondage 
i  his  bleeding  land.  5 

Tham.  Where  has  my  fpiritflept  ? 

W  here  is  that  fpark  of  heaven-defeended  virtue 
V,  hich  gives  the  diadem  its  brighteft  iuflre 
And  fires  the  monarch’s  bofom?  Go,  Pharnaces, 

!  hy  duty  calls;  T  yield  thee  to  thy  people  • 

:orre  mg  g°>  rh7  country’s  heft  defender; 

And  may  the  gods  protect  thee ! 


Phar. 
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P  H  A  R .  T o  my  ch i I d 

Bear  this  embrace,  and  fay— but  whilfl  I  linger, 

I  he  work  of  fate  goes  on.  Thou  wilt  remember — * 
'i  he  faithlefs  Romans  come — that  heel! — Eume- 
nes ! — 

i  he  lah  or  IVlithn  dates’  conquering  r?.ce — * 

The  blood  of  heroes  fills  his  infant  veins — 

If  he  is  doom’d  a  have—- - - 

^  Tham.  No  more,  no  more  i 

Tho  horroi  fhakes  my  frame,  yet  go  fecure  ~ 
Truh:  to  my  faith  ;  ne’er  fhall  the  conquering  race 
Of  Mithridates  blufh  in  chains. 

Phar.  Farewell ! 

SCENE  VI. 

Tham.  What  has  my  rafhnefs  fworn  !  all-righ¬ 
teous  Themis  ! 

O  fpare  a  mother’s  crime  !— Let  my  lov’d  lord 
Return  with  conqueft  crown’d  ! — Preferve  the  hero 
\\  ho  combats  for  his  country  ! — In  the  field 
Be  prefent  with  him  nerve  his  patriot  arm  ! 
Give  the  lov’d  monarch  to -his  people’s  willies. 
And  Ihow  mankind  the  great  reward  of  virtue. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

The  Street. 


.  A  T  H  R  I  D  A  T  E  S,  ARTAXIAS, 


Athridates. 


REVENGE  at  length  is  mine:  on  yonder 
towers 


'i  he  Cappadocian  banners  proudly  wave 
And  wanton  in  the  gale.  The  fierce  Pharnaces, 
A  lion  in  the  toils,  within  his  palace 
Hides  his  diftionour’d  head. 


Art  ax.  Ill-fated  prince  ! 

At  hr.  Do  ft  thou  lament  him  ?  By  th’  unburied 
dead 

Sent  by  my  conquering  fword  this  day  to  feek 
The  gloomy  borders  offtern  pluto’s  reign. 

Another  word  like  that,  and  to  the  ftiades 
Thy  trembling  ghoft  fhall  follow. 

Art  ax.  W  hen  I  view 

The  dreadful  carnage  of  this  day  of  blood  ; 

Sec  this  fair  city,  which  the  dawn  beheld' 

The  pride  of  Afia,  humbled  in  the'duft  * 

Her  flau ghter’d  citizens  ;  her  blazing  domes  ; 

Her  infants,  clinging  round  their  dying  mothers  • 
Forgive  me,  fir  ;  if,  loyal  as  as  I  am,  ° 

I  drop  the  tear  humane. 


Athf 
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Athr.  Rcferve  thy  tears; 

If  for  my  foes  they  fall,  thofe  tears  are  treafon. 

Artax.  My  fword,  my  arm,  my  life,  O  king! 
are  yours  ; 

The  feelings  of  my  heart,  the  facred  drops 
Ot  generous  pity,  heaven  alone  controuls. 

Athr.  Keep  them  for  heaven,  nor  damp  thy 
maker’s  triumph 
"Avith  inaufpicious  forrows. 

Artax.  Spare  at  leaf! 

A  child  in  Thamyris. 

Athr.  Thou  plead’fl  in  vain  : 

N°,  heaven  be  witnefs,  I  will  ne’er  withdraw 
The  fiends  of  carnage,  ’till  the  fierce  Pharnaces, 
His  queen  (no  more  my  daughter),  and  their  fon, 
I  he  bond  of  their  detefled  union,  glut 
The  ravening  vulture’s  hunger.  Let  her  perifh:— 
She  dies, — this  fword — or  rather  let  her  live  ; 

Live  to  drink  up  the  bitter  cup  of  fhame  ; 

To  fwell  the  triumph  of  vi&orious  Rome  ; 

In  chains  to  follow  the  proud  car  of  Csefar,’ 

And  learn  to  fcorn  a  father. 

Artax.  Can  your  heart. 

To  pity  dead,  forget  her  infant  charms. 

Her  fpringing  dawn  of  beauty  ? 

Athr.  Speak  not  of  her  : 

Speak  of  revenge  :  of  (laughter,  horrors,— death ; 
Here  difobedience  draws  the  righteous  fword, 

And  I  am  but  the  delegate  of  heaven, 

To  flrike  the  defin’d  blow. 


SCENE  II. 

ATHRIDATES,  artaxias,  orchanes. 

Orch.  From  brave  Domitius — 

Athr.  Has  he  too  conquer’d  ?  my  impatient 
fpirit 

B3  . 
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Prevents  the  dep  of  time. 

Crch.  Great  Athridates, 

Be  al!  thy  days  like  this!  Thy  foes  give  way 
On  every  fide  :  Dcmitius  has  attack’d 
Yon  hodile  camp  ;  unequal  to  the  conflict. 

Their  vanquifh’d  files  retire. 

At  h  r.  For  this  fhall  bleed 

The  fnowy  herd  on  dread  Bellona’s  altar. 

In  grateful  facrifice. 

Orch,  The  red,  my  voice 

Unwillingly  relates — 

At  hr.  Ha!  fay’d  thou — fpeak! — • 

Orch.  This  moment,  from  the  ramparts,  I 
beheld 

Pharnaces  pafs  the  gate,  which,  near  his  pakce. 
Leads  to  the  royal  tent. 

At  hr.  Efcap’d  ! — confufron !— 

Orch.  He  but  efcap’d  to  make  his  fall  more 
fatal, 

More  glorious  your  revenge.  Domitius’  troops. 
With  clofing  ranks,  almod  furround  his  camp. 

Nor  can  his  prefence  fave  his  faithful  bands 
From  Rome’s  al? -conquering  legions. 

At  hr  Yet  one  way 

My  power  can  reach  his  heart, — his  queen, — his 
fon — 

Hide,  force  the  palace  gates  ;  fecure  them  both  ; 
My  eager  fury  will  not  brook  delay. 

SCENE  III. 

7 he  Palace. 

T  H  A  M  Y  R  I  S,  X  I  P  H  A  R  E  S. 

H  ham.  By  lorrow  led,  unknowing  where  I 
wander. 

Through 
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ACT  IV. 
-SCENE  I. 

An  department  in  the  Palace. 


THAMYRIS,  ARTABANE  S,  meeting . 

T  H  A  M  Y  R  I  $. 

•  - 

S  A  Yvr  5  S  T  tliou  A  rtax las  ?  does  companion 
touch 

My  father’s  foften’d  bofom  ? 

A  r  t  a  b  .  Such  compaftio n 

Feels  the  fell  Tiger  for  his  panting  prey. 

Tham.  What  mean  thy  words  ?  I  tremble  j  a 
cold  detv 

Hangs  on  my  frame,  and  chills  my  vital 
powers. 

Does  my  Eumenes  live  ?  If  thou  haft  pity, 

O,  tell  me  whilft  I  yet  have  life  to  hear  thee. 
Artab.  I  faw  him  fmile,  unconlcious  of 
his  fate  ; 

But  fo on  in  Roman  chains,  with  you  deli¬ 
ver’d 

To  ftern  Domifjus’  power — 

f  ham.  Firft  ftiall  this  dagger — 

I  was  prepar’d  for  death,  but  not  for  ftiame. 

-Let  the  devouring  faulchion  drink  our  blood. 

Let  tortures  agonize,  let  flames  confume. 

Let  death  approach  in  all  his  terrors  drelt, 


And 
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And  I  will  meet  his  prefence  unappall’d  j 
Vvrill  give  my  child,  my  foul's  far  deareft 
part. 

Without  a  groan  to  his  abhorr’d  embrace  ; 

But  fave  us,  heaven,  from  the  vile  chains  of 
Rome  ! 

Artab.  To  bondage,  to  the  car  of  haughty 
Caefar, 

To  ill  am  e,  to  death,  your  cruel  father  dooms 
The  daughter  once  belov’d,  the  infant  heir 
Of  mighty  Mithridates  :  yon  proud  Roman 
(Unlefs  the  gods  affift  our  monarch’s  fword, 

And  drive  thefe  fell  invaders  from  our  walls) 
This  night  receives,  and  fends  you  to  the  Se¬ 
nate. 

Tiiam.  My  lord  !  my  lov’d  Pharnaces  ! 

I  have  indeed  betray’d  thee ;  broke  thofe 
vows, 

*VV  hich,  dreadful  as  they  were,  my  lips  pro¬ 
nounc’d 

Before  th’  attefting  gods. — A  moment’s  paufe— - 
Fond  hope  will  yet  intrude  :  it  cannot  be  : 

He  will  not  give  a  daughter  once  belov’d, 

To  glut  the  pride  of  Rome.  Where  had  thou 
heard 

This  tale  of  horror  ? 

Artab.  From  the  good  Artaxias, 

W  hofe  tears  with  mine  were  mingled  as  he  fpokc, 
I  learnt  his  cruel  purpofe. 

Tham;  head  me  to  him, — 

(fo  A  tin  idates,  Cappadocia’s  tyrant, 

rpj*js  JfePter d  murderer,  this  crown’d  affadin, 

1  Ins  fcourge  of  trembling  infancy,  this — father. 
Art  ab.  My  queen!  my  royal  miftrefs!  — 

I  ham.  Forgive,  yc  awful  powers,  who  know 
my  wrongs, 


Thefe 
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I  liefe  ravings  of  a  foul  to  madnefs  urg’d. 
No-not  to  five  my  child,  did  I  behold 
I  he  fatal  fteel  aim’d  at  his  infant  bofom, 
ohould  parricide  pollute  thefe  guiltlefs  hands. 

W  of  VUf?  '  V0lce,ari:efts  mX  dagger’s  point; 
ihpite  01  his  crimes,  he  is  my  father  ftill. 

Artae.  Let  me  adjure  you,  by  the  facred 

Of  your  Pharnaces  ;  by  your  helplefs  child, 
i  he  beauteous  pledge  of  your  ill-fated  loves  ; 
Yourfelf ;  your  faithful  people  ;  to  reftrain 
1  liele  wild  impetuous  fillies  of  your  foul 
Ivor  draw  deftriiftion  on  yourfelf,  on  all! 

i.  n am.  I  will  command  the  feelings  of  mv 
heart ;  °  / 

WiH  meet  him  with  the  uncomplaining  eye. 

The  nlent  tear  of  fullering  refignatiom 

Artae.  My  gracious  queen!  fierce  Athrl* 
dates  comes. 

Tham.  Retire,  and  leave  us  free. 
SCENE  II. 


THAMYRIS, 

I  wou’d  be  calm. 

Would  foothe  to  peace  this  whirlwind  of  thd 

pafiions,  •  ■  • 

Anu  tveat  difimulation’s  treacherous  fmile  * 

But  my  fuji  foul,  to  holy  truth  inur’d, 

Emdains  the  bafe  difguife. 
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SCENE  III. 


THAMYRIS,  ATHRIDATES,  <2 Soldier. 

At  hr.  Bear  thefe  difpatches  to  the  Roman 
camp : 

•  ( to  the  Soldier. 

This  night  we  join  their  bands.  I  fought  thee5 
Thamyris. 

[Exit  Soldier . 

Th  am.  Corn’ll  thou  to  mock  my  forrows  !  to 
enjoy 

A  mother’s  agonies  ?  Yes,  plunge  thy  fword 
In  the  meek  breafi  of  fmiling  innocence ; 

The  deed  will  crown  the  horrors  of  this  day. 

A  thr.  My  word  is  pail :  Domitius  claims  his 
captives : 

Thou  and  thy  fon  are  doom’d  to  grace  the  car. 
And  fwell  the  triumph  of  all  conquering  Csefar. 

I  ham.  ’Tis  well,  ’tis  well. — Great  Athridates* 
daughter, 

Her  fon,  the  laft  of  his  imperial  race, 

In  chains  fliall  follow  Caefar:  not  o’er  Pontus, 

O  er  Cappadocia  fhall  the  Romans  triumph. 

>  A  thr.  1  oo  deep  already  has  my  hofom  felt 

The  pang  that  thought  awakens  :  touch’d  with 
pity 

X  came  to  lave  thee  (hut  thy  headlong  paflion 
Has  blafted  my  fond  purpofe) ;  to  reftore 
This  darling  of  thy  foul,  thy  lov’d  Eumenes, 
do  give  him  life  and  empire. 

1  ham.  Wilt  thou  five  him  ? 

'Thus  low  I  bend  before  th’  immortal  gods, 
i  o  beg  a  blefiing  on  thee. 


Ath. 
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Athr.  O’er  tlie  king 

The  father  has  prevail’d;  I  bring  thee  peace' 
Again  the  diadem  lhall  bind  thy  brow. 

And  thy  Eumenes  reign. 

I  H  am.  Tranfporting  founds  ! 

I  have  again  a  father:  canft  thou  pardon 
The  wildnefs  of  my  rage?  ’Twas  fear  alone; 

My  terrors  for  Eumenes.  Let  me  kifs 
That  facred  hand,  and  with  my  tears  atone 
For  every  paft  offence. 

Athr.  I  pardon  thee, 

And  take  thee  to  my  heart.  I  mud:  remember 
Thofe  hours  when,  dearer  than  the  light  of  hea¬ 


ven. 

Thou  wert  my  foul’s  beft  comfort. 

Tham.  ’Tis  too  much, 

This  fudden  torrent  of  impetuous  tranfport— . 
My  lord  ! — my  king  ! — my  hither ! 

Athr.  Still  my  daughter, 

All-powerful  nature  pleads  thy  caufe — one  ftrucr- 
g]e. 

One  facrihce,  and  all  is  well. — Pharnaces  ! 

Tham.  He  too  lhall  thank  thee  for  a  child 
prefer  v’d, 

For  peace,  recover’d  empire.  In  the  Line 
Of  holy  Themis,  heaven  lhall  join  your  hands. 
And  Thamyris  be  bleh  beyond  the  Hate 
Of  frail  mortality. 

Athr.  Attentive  hear.— 

This  is  the  crifis  of  thy  fate  ;  the  moment 
Which  to  thy  hand  a  double  feeptre  gives, 

Or  links  thee  to  a  have. 

Th  am.  What  means  my  father? 

Athr.  Thus  far  I  have  prevail’d;  confent 
to  break 

The  impious  ties  which  bind  thee  to  Pharnaces, 
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To  give  him  up  to  my  revenge,  and  Pontus 
To-morrow  yielded  to  thy  guardian  care. 

Shall  own  Eumenes’  fway  ;  and  when  the  gods 
Shall  call  me  to  themfelves,  the  fruitful  fields 
Or  Cappadocia  fhall  behold  thee  feated 
On  Athridates’  throne. 

Tham.  ’Tis  pah — farewell. — 

Athr.  Return,  and  hear  me;  or  this  pointed 
heel 

Shall  leave  thee  childlefs. 

Tham.  My  fond  heart  had  hop’d, — 

But  our  unhappy  fex  is  born  to  fufter. 

Athr.  My  mercy  fcorn’d?  On  thy  devoted 
head 

The  mafty  ruin  falls. 

Tham.  Is  this  thy  mercy? 

Thy  boafted  tendernefs  ?  Connubial  Juno ! 

In  whofe  bright  fane  my  nuptial  vows  were  feal’d. 
Hear,  and  record !  If  e’er  myTaithlefs  heart. 

To  honour  loft,  break  with  unhallow’d  lightnefs 
The  facred  ties  by  all  mankind  rever’d, 

The  holy  bonds  of  Hymen,  may  I  perifh 
Unpitied,  unreveng’d,  the  fcorn  of  ail 
Whole  bofoms  burn  with  virtue’s  glorious  flame ! 
Athr.  Thy  fon  (hall  die. 

Tham.  Then  we  will  die  together. 

Athr;  For  the  fond  idol  of  thy  woman’s 
heart 

Who  reign’d  this  morn  o’er  Pontus,  thy  Phar- 
naces, 

Expeft  no  aid  from  him;  the  Roman  eagle 
Expands  his  wing,  and  hovers  dreadful  o’er  him, 
Refiftlefs  to  defcend. 

Tham.  The  righteous  powers, 

Who  love  the  juft,  will  guard  him. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

THAMYRIS,  ATHRIDATES,  ARTABANES, 

ORCHANES. 

Orck.  Royal  Sir, 

-A.  Roman  tribune,  by  Domitius  fent. 

Demands  your  private  ear. 

At  hr.  Now  hear,  and  tremble! 

That  tribune  is  thy  fate  ?  the  hour  is  paft ; 

The  hour  my  weaknefs  gave.  Hence  dove-like 
pity ! 

Eet  vengeance  Reel  my  foul ! — Yet  once  again — 

[Going — Returns , 

Fond  woman,  hear  a  father;  once  again — 

The  voice  of  nature  pleads.  Thy  darling  fon— 
The  flaming  altar  is  already  dreft. 

And  thirfts  to  drink  his  blood.  Thy  guards 
withdrawn, 

I  leave  thee  free  :  till  night’s  pale  queen  afcends 
With  trembling  ray,  yon  mountain’s  lofty  fb.m- 
mit, 

My  pity  gives  thee :  when,  by  fierce  Bellona, 
Comana’s  guardian  goddefs,  here  I  fwear, 

As  thou  decid’d:,  he  dies,  or  reigns  in  Pontus. 

t  .  m 

SCENE  V. 

THAMYRIS,  ARTABANES. 

Tham.  Ye  powers  of  heaven  !  where  fleeps 
your  awful  thunder  ? 

My  child  is  doom’d ! 

C 


Artab. 
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4rT  ab.  Be  patient,  gracious  pnncefs. 

Tham.  Ant  I  not  patient  ?  Patient  as  the  vic- 

THat  pants  beneath  the  knife  of  facrifice  ? 

Have  they  not,  unrefitted,  torn  him  fio  n  me. 
Prom  a  fond  mother’s  arms  ?— Hark  !  Heard 

That  found  confus’d !— No,— Twas  th  idea* 
voice 

Of  penfive  fancy,  Pick  with  anxious  cart.  _ 
Artae.  The  found  was  real :  from  the  kings 
apartment, 

Some  one  approaches— Is  it  pofiible  - 
O  extacy  !  beyond  the  {oaring  reach 
0f  bright-ey’d  hope,  or  fancy’s  fond  creation  ! 
Behold  !  our  monarch  comes— 

Tham.  It  is  Pharnaces ! 

And  forrow  from  this  heart  is  chac’d  for  ever. 


SCENE 


VT 


T  H  A  M  Y  R  I  S,  PHARNACES, 
ARTABANES. 

Phar.  And  doft  thou  live  ? 

Tham.  And  art  thou  here  to  afk  ? 

What  god  has  led  thee  fafe  ? 

Phar  The  god  who  rules 

The  battle’s  rage,  has  fav’d  and  fent  me  to  thee. 
Tham.  Forgive  my  woman’s  terrors  \  haft 
thou  conquer’d  ? 

Where  are  thy  troops  ?  Should  cruel  Athri- 
dates ! — 

Alas!  my  lord!  in  this  defencelefs  palace, 

The  palace  of  thy  fathers,  he  comands  j 

Though 
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Though  now  withdrawn,  his  guards  may  foon 
return : 


Here  fafety  dwells  not. 

Phar.  The  degenerate  Tons 
Oi  Rome  avoid  the  fight.  I  found  my  troops. 
i5y  numbers  aw’d,  retiring:  at  my  light, 

As  with  new  fouls  inform’d,  they  rufh’d  to  bat¬ 
tle. 

Like  the  big  torrent  burfting  every  mound, 
ihe  legions  hop’d  j  Domitius  led  them  back, 
Inglorious:  in  the  field  my  faithful  warriors, 

All  high  of  foul,  and  eager  to  engage, 

Now  wait  my  wifh’d  return. 

Tham.  How  did ’ft  thou  pafs 

Sinope’s  gates  ? 

Thar.  Along  the  verdant  grove 

Or  great  Apollo,  by  a  path  unknown, 

Sacred  to  mighty  Mithridates’  race, 

"W  Aich  to  tne  palace  leads,  I  came  fecure 
To  fave  thee  from  thyfelf. 

Tham.  Great  god  of  day  ! 

For  this,  before  thy  confecrated  fhrine. 

Shall  my  full  heart  pour  forth  the  grateful  vow. 

Phar.  Anxious  xov  thee,  and  trembling  for 
thy  fate, 

I  flew  to  abrogate  the  dreadful  oath 
My  fears  this  morn  impos’d,  to  bid  thee  live. 

And  truft  in  heaven.  A  gleam  of  ftniling  hope 
Breaks  thro  the  cloud  of  black  adverfity, 

As  the  .fair  orient  ray  difpels  the  fhades 
Of  fable  night.  My  brother  of  the  war, 

Cyaxares,  Armenia’s  youthful  monarch^ 

Weary  of  Roman  tyrany,  advances, 

To  aid  my  caufe;  and  when  the  letting  fun 
Dips  his  laft  beams  in  ocean,  joins  my  arms. 


C  2  ‘ 


T  H  A  M . 


Pha^.  Fir’d. by  returning  hope,  my  hardy  ve- 


*Will  dorm  the  Roman  canjp tRofu,  Artabanes, 
Prepare  my  faithful  people  for  the  hour 
Of  conqueft  and  revenge  :  let  part  in  arms. 

Ere  midnight  o’er  the  world  her  mantle  throws. 
By  valiant  Gordias  led,  expect  my  coming. 

The  queen  with  me  departs  :  Eumenes  too, 
Whilft  fair  occafion  fmiles :  conduct  him  hither  : 
He  too  muft  leave  Sinope — Ha !  in  tears  ? — 

Halt  thou  too  well  obey’d  me  !  lias  thy  dagger  !— 
My  fatal  gift ! - 


Fie  lives. 

He  lives ! — no  more  ! 


T  HAM. 
Phar. 


Daughter  of  Athridates!  O  beware! 

Wake  not  the  deeping  adder  in  my  bofom!  , \ 
Dear  as  I  love  thee,  fliould  thy  womans’s  feats^p 
Th  am.  What  means  thy  fury  ?  '  x 

Phar.  Say  ; — where  is  Eumenes  ?  ■.  ’  ' 

Perhaps  in  yonder  camp — doft  thou  inherit 
A  father’s  bafenefs  ?  has  thy  coward-heart 
To  Rome  redgn’d  him  ?  Giv’n  him  up  to  bon¬ 
dage  ? 

To  breathe  a  few  Ihort  hours  this  ambient  air, 
The  fetter’d  child  of  fhame  ? 

T  ham.  U  nkind,  an<d  cruel ! 

The  iron  hand  of  tyrant  power  has  torn  him 
From  thefe  defencelefs  arms,  like  me  a  captive, 
pie  looks  to  heaven,  and  to  his  father’s  fword, 
For  life  and  freedom. 

Phar.  My  pr ophe tic  f e ars ! 

A  captive!  wherefore  did  my  fondnefs  trud 
Thy  w Jinan’s  heart?  The  hero’s  glow  of  foul, 
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The  generous  thought,  firm  virtue’s  hub  born  pur- 
pofe, 

Thy  feeble  bofom  feels  not. 

1  ham.  Learn  to  know 

This  heart,  which  beats  as  proudly  as  thy 
own, 

At  honour’s  god-like  voice.  Thou  bad’ft  me 

hope  *, 

Should  that  fond  hope  forfake  me,  fhould’ft  thou 
fall, 

Which  every  god  avert !  This  heart  refolv’d, 

This  faithful  fteel,  a  mother’s  ardent  love, 
Fearlefs  as  thine,  fhall  pierce  the  tyrant’s 
guards, 

And  free  Eumenes.  > 

Phar.  I  have  wrong’d  thee  much, 

Soul  of  my  life  !  have  wrong’d  thy  faith,  thy  vir¬ 
tue. 

Can  ft  thou  forgive  my  rage  ?  A  parents  pangs, 
j.  he  pangs  of  bleeding  honour,  rend  my  heart, 
And  fire  my  brain  to  madnefs. — But  no  more — 
To  yonder  warring  field,  a  nation’s  fafety, 

The  voice  of  glory,  calls  me. 

[Going, 

Tham.  Yet  Pharnaces, 

Yet  one  requeft.  If,  in  the  battle’s  fury, 

Thou  meet’ll:  my  father,  turn  thy  fv/ord  afide. 
And  leek  another  vicftim. 

Phar.  Stop  thole  tears, 

Which,  like  the  dew-drops  on  the  lily’s  bell, 
Weigh  down  thy  drooping  beauties.  Does  the 
tyrant 

Deferve  this  wafte  of  goodnefs  ? 

Artab.  Hafte,  my  lord  ! 

Stern  Atluidates  comes  ! — a  moment  more 
And  Pontus  falls. 


Tham. 
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Tham.  O  fave  thyfelf,  Pharnaces ! 

Halle  to  the  camp,  and  leave  us  to  the  gods. 

Phar.  I  go  i  but,  in  a  few  revolving 
hours, 

Expect  me  here,  to  fave,  or  periih  with  you. 


ACT 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  L 


On  the  Itft  Handy  the  Camp  of  Pharnaces  in  Profpefl  at 
the  Entrance  of  a  Grove  ;  the  Time  near  Midnight ;  the 
Moon  rifen  ;  the  Tents  with  Lights  dfpers'd  amongjl 
the  TreeSy  the  Royal  Tent  in  the  Front  of  the  others  :  on 
the  right  Hand  a  Road  over  a  Mountain ,  from  whence 
Pharnaces  defcends  with  his  Army.-— Grand  March. 


PHARNACES,  TIGRANES,  and  Sol  Jars. 


T  I  G  R  A  N  E  S. 

MY  gracious  lord,  may  every  hour,  like 
this, 

Bear  conqueft  on  its  wing !  o’er  yonder  hills 
The  Romans  fly  * — thofe  tyrants  of  mankind, 
Whofe  rage  dedxuftive  lights  the  darning  brand 
And  fcatters  terror  thro’ the  mild  abodes, 

Where  concord  wont  to  dwell. 

Phar.  My  gallant  friend, 

Armenia’s  monarch,  brave  Cyaxares, 

Purfues  the  drooping  eagles.  Yet,  Tigranes, 

’Till  fair  Sinope’s  walls  receive  their  lord  j 
’Till,  free  once  more,  amid  their  dowery  vales 
My  fubjecls  fhcathe  the  fword,  and  tade  the 
meed 


Of 


46 


THE  SIEGE  OF  SINOPE. 


Of  well-fought  fields  in  the  foft  arms  of  peace, 
’TUI  my  lov’d  queen,  my  fon,  in  my  embrace, 
forget  the  danger  pad;,  I  have  not  conquer’d : 
My  toils  are  but  begun— hern  Athridates 
E’en  in  my  palace  reigns. 

Tigr.  Shall  the  fell  tyrant, 

Who  mocks  the  plighted  vow,  hill  brave  un¬ 
heeded 

The  thunder  of  the  gods  ? — "What  dire  offence 
Shall  draw  the  vengeful  bolt,  if  deeds  like  his 
Infult  th’  immortal  powers  ? 

Thar.  The  gods,  Tigranes, 

Aflifl  the  brave  5  their  power  omnipotent 
Is  prefent  witn  us — when  they  gracious  give 
A  heart  refolv  d  to  dare,  an  arm  to  hrike. 

IiCR.  {hokhig  out)  Behold,  my  lord,  alone 
tlie  facred  grove 

A  light  refplendent  as  the  noon-tide  ray 
ohoots  like  a  meteor  to  the  wehern  eate  ! 

’  nd  now  dijfolves  in  air. 

r.  I  hail. the  omen, 

-eel,  confess’d,  tlie  energy  divine: 
e  gods  themfelves  conduct  me,  nerve  my  arm* 
Jnipire  my  purpofe,  point  my  dehin’d  wav. 

And  m  my  boforn  fan  the  flame  of  hope/ 

^  die  march,  and  filing  near  the  grove 
('.piuo;;ch  , Sinope.  Beauteous  queen  of  night ! 

Mv  n  nh0ddCf  °£  the  grovcs  !  lel  thf  fair  Seam 
Aly  path  irradtate,  and  dir  eft  my  fteps, 

j|!  /’’  I  !'  n;lthc  walls,  ]  lead  triumphant 

Tlffi  i  ;  >7T0rS’~iet  inuring  founds 
*  1-  ioklicr  s  boiom  chear,-kad  on,  Tigranes. 

[A grand  march . 


/,<  u- 

.  . 


SCENE 


THE  SIEGE  OF  SINOPE-  47 


SCENE  II. 


An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 


ATHRIDATES,  ORCHANES. 


Athr.  ■  Are  my  commands  obey’d  ? 

Orch.  My  royal  lord  ! 

The  reinforcement  to  Domitius  fent 
Has  reach’d  his  camp.  Within  the  citadel, 
Beneath  Artaxias’  care,  I  plac’d  the  queen  ; 

The  guards  are  doubled. 

Athr.  Her  imperious  fpirit 

Perhaps  refilled  ! 

Orch.  When  I  led  my  files 

To  her  apartment,  with  a  haughty  air, 

She  wav’d  her  hand,  to  warn  them  from  het* 
prefence  ; 

But  when  I  told  her  by  your  dread  command 
They  came,  obedient,  to  conduct  her  thence  j 
She  paus’d  a  moment— then  majeflic  role 
And  cry’d,  “  Obey  your  king.” 

Athr.  Say,  didft  thou  mark 

The  meeting  with  her  fon  ? 

Orch.  The  tender  feene 

Unmann’d  my  foidier’s  heart;  flic  fpoke  not, 
wept  not  i 

A  deadly  pale  o’erfpread  her  fading  cheek  ; 


Her 
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Her  panting  bofom  heav’d ;  beat  quick  and 
fbort : 

She  fnatch’d  him  to  her  breaft,  gaz’d  wildly  on 
him. 

Breath’d  a  convullive  figh,  then,  void  of  fenfe, 
Sunk  motionlefs  to  earth. 

Athr.  Behold  Artaxias  ! 

SCENE  III. 


ATHRIDATES,  ARTAXIAS,  ORCHANES. 


At  hr.  What  means  ?— -Say  wherefore  ? 
Art  ax.  Royal  Athridates  ! 

Blame  not  your  faithful  fervant ;  but  the  queen — ■ 
Athr.  What  of  the  queen?  Why  haft  thou 
left ! — beware, 

1  hy  life  fhall  anfwer — 

Ar  t  a  x .  By  an  armed  band 

Forc’d  from  the  citadel — 

Athr.  Thou  haft  not  fure. 

Confederate  with  her — 


art  ax.  In  your  royal  daughter 
V  mr  warriors  faw  their  princefs,  and  rever’d 
i  lie  blood  of  Cappadocia’s  honor’d  king’s. 

With  all  th’  impaftion’d  eloquence  of  nature, 
r  he  ftrong  emotion  of  a  mother’s  love, 

Sue  fpoke  her  griefs;  they  heard  with  mute  at¬ 
tention, 

And  flood  like  ftatues,  whilft  with  fudden  ftep 
one  gam’d  the  portal;  her  maternal  hand 
Her  infant  fon  conducted.  Teramenes, 
h  he  leader  of  her  guards,  by  you  entrufted, 
Cumu  by  her  tears,  and  faithlefs  to  his  charge, 

The 
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The  mafiy  gates  unbarr’d.  The  moment  feizing, 
With  force  to  ours  fuperior,  Artabanes, 

Who  waited  near,  ruih’d  in,  and  bore  them  off 
Towards  Themi’s  temple. 

A  t  hr.  Let  us  fwift  purfue. 

Orchanes  thou  art  faithful ;  by  each  god 
Potent  in  war  I  fwear,  their  blood  {hall  flow 
On  fierce  Bellona’s  altar,  till  the  manes 
Of  my  lov’d  fon  {hall  ceafe  to  call  for  vengeance. 
A  chofen  band  attend  me  to  the  temple. 


t 
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SCENE  IV. 


The  Portico  of  the  Temple  of  Themis,  the  Gales  open ; 
at  a  little  ilijlance  within,  an  Altar ;  Thamyris  and 

Eumenes  kneeling  before  it,  with  Branches  of  Olive 
in  their  Hands. 


thamyris,  eumenes,  orontes, 

two  other  Pr lefts  attending. 


Orontes  comes  dozun  the  Stage. 


V  Eat  daughter  of  affliction,  at  this  hour 

yj.  !°Ynn  midnight,  with  dejected  mein, 

iVuh  iuPPi>ant  wreatlis,  and  hands  to  heav’n 
uprais’d, 

Seeks  the  protection  of  all-righteous  Themis  ? 
;hAM-  Huy  queen. 

Oron.  Immortal  powers  !  Do  I  behold 

ft  io7ere,gn  here,  a  fuppliant  in  the  fane, 

V“, P,lc7.to  h,eaven  firft  taught  to  rife  I 
And  fee  king  that  protection,  which  fo  late 
Among  the  feeptred  rulers  of  the  earth 
J  was  hers  to  grant. 

%  i  tIlis  holY  fane, 

lh.  altar  where  my  foul  fubmiffive  bends 

And  by  the  facred  majelty  of  heaven,  ’ 

I  here  adjure  thee,  from  the  favage  grafp 

Oi  mercilefs  oppreffion  fave  my  child  ! 

Oron* 


the  siege  of  sikopx.  51 

Oron.  Thy  virtues  to  the  gods  have  made 
thee  dear. 

Speak  thy  requefl  and  find  a  full  compli¬ 
ance. 

Tham,  Blame  not  thefe  tears,  they  flow  not 
for  m)  fblf ;  . 

1  have  a  nearer  care,  which  rends  my  foul, 

And  gives  diftrefs  its  poignancy  O  fave 
This  helplefs,  uncomplaining  innocence 
From  ills  he  knows  not ! 

Oron.  '  Thou  illuftrious  mourner ! 

Chace  every  anxious  fear,  and  with  thy  Ion 
Safe  at  the  altar  reft. 

Tham.  Thou  wilt  forgive 

A  trembling  mothers  weaknefs  !  —  not,  O- 

rontes,  .  .. 

Not  that  my  doubting  heart - 1  know  not 

what 

My  woman’s  fears  would  fay  * —  But  wilt  thou 
lead  him  ?  . 

Wilt  thou  within  the  temple’s  laft  recefs 
Hide  him  from  treafon  ?  murder  ?  Athridates  ? 
Oron.  Injurious  to  the  gracious  gods,  Q 

queen, 

Thy  caufelefs  terrors  rife  j  from  this  retreat, 
Thefe  hallow’d  walls,  oppreflion,  aw’d  recoils. 
Nor  dares  prophane  th’  afylum  of  the  wretched. 
Yet  heav’ri  allows  thy  prayer  j  the  faults  which 
forme 

X  o 

From  nature’s  fond  excefs,  the  powers  divine 
With  mild  indulgence  view.  Thyfelf  conduct", 
And  place  him  by  the  goddefs’  awful  ftatue. 

A  names,  wait  the  queen. 

Tham.  Thus  let  me  thank  thee  ; 

A  few  fhort  moments  muff  decide  our  fate  : 

JVly  lord,  if  fpar’d  by  the  wild  rage  of  war. 

Approaches 


TT 

i 
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Approaches  fwift  to  fave.  If  he  is  fallen. 

This  child  is  Pcnais*  laft  remaining  hope  : 

O  !  guard-  the  precious  pledge !  my  life  is  no¬ 
thing. 

Or  on.  What  hafty  heps  ! 

( advances  to  the  front  of  the  portico.) 

The  hoftile  bands  draw  near  : 
Fierce  Athridates  comes.  Retire,  O  queen  ! 
With  calm  fubmiffion  wait  the  will  divine. 

Tham.  May  pitying  heaven  to  this  devoted 
bread: 

Direft  his  erring  fword,  and  fave  Eumenes  ! 


SCENE  V. 


ATHRIDATES,  ORONTES,  orchanes. 


Athr.  Thou  blind  to  fate,  who  fearlefs  of 
my  wrath, 

Haft  dar’d  protea  my  viftims  !  hence  nor  brave 
An  injui  d  monarch  s  fury  j  this  right  arm 
Unlefs  thou  giv’ft  them  inftant  to  my  fword5 
(Unaw'd  by  fuperftition’s  gloomy  terrors  ’ 

Shah  feize,  and  drag  them  to  the  death  which 
waits  them. 

°R°ftep  St°P’  Athridates>  nor  with  impious 


Prophane  this  holy  place.-I  know  thy  rights. 

The  reverence  due  to  thrones;  nor  thou  forget 

T  he  power  which  plac’d  the  fceptre  in  thy  hand 
And  can  refume  the  gift,  Unaided,  weak 


No 
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No  conquering  bands  protect  us  *,  but  the  gods 
War  on  our  fide;  th’  imperial  Lord,  of  Heaven 
[s  our  fupport,  this  temple  our  defence  *, 

And  if  thy  rage  with  lawlefs  force  invades 
This  facred  fane,  the  bleft  abode  of  peace, 

Tis  o’er  my  bleeding  corfe  thou  muft  approach 
The  violated  altars. 

At  hr.  Doll  thou  think 
With  fhadowy  fears  to  {hake  a  foul  refolv’d  ? 
Can  thy  enervate  arm,  thy  feeble  altars, 

Save  from  their  fate  the  captives  of  my  fword? 
Retire,  nor  bar  my  way,  or  fee,  involv’d 
In  riling  flames,  and  trembling  to  its  bafe. 

Thy  boafted  temple  fall. 

Or  on.  '  Away,  blafphemerf — 

But  heaven,  indignant,  wills  thee  to  compleat 
The  fum  of  thy  offences.  With  compaflion, 
Elate  I  fee  thee,  vain  of  tranfient  power. 

Nor  once  revolving  the  uncertain  Hate 
Of  wretched  man,  by  flattering  hope  betray’d. 
This  hour  is  thine,  the  next  is  hid  in  clouds. 
Athr.  This  hour  fhall  then  revenge  me; 
Twift  advance, 

And  aid  your  mafter’s  juftice. 

-A 

I 

SCENE  VI. 


athridates,  artaxias,  orontes, 


Art  ax.  Royal  fir, 

Lofc  not  a  moment— on  a  Header  thread  , 

Your 
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•  _  * 

Your  very  being  hangs.  The  troops  of  Ponttis 
(Pharnaces  at  their  head)  are  in  the  city: 

I  faw  them  from  the  citadel  dele  ending, 

And  flew  to  five  your  facred  life. 

At  hr.  Confuflon  ! 

33  y  heaven  ’tis  falfe — the  phantom  of  thy  fear  1 
Art  ax.  Believe  your  faithful  fervant.  Ar- 
tabanes 

Conducts  the  king  this  way  •,  o'er  all  the  city 
Tumultuous  fhouts  of  tranfport  rend  the  air ; 
The  maddening  people  arm  ;  and  even  your 
troops, 

The  Cappadocians,  murmur,  and  arraign 
Your  purpos'd  vengeance. 

At  hr.  Summon  to  our  aid 

The  Ptoman  veterans. 

Aft  ax.  From  th’  exulting  viTors 

This  more  I  learn’d — the  R.oman  legions,  van- 
quilh'd, 

Already  pafs  the  mountains. 

At  hr.  Curfec  blafl:  them ! 

Wither  their  coward  nerves,  and  give  them  up 
To  galling  chains;  a  prey  ev’n  to  Pharnaces  ! 
\ClaJking  of  /words — A  J 7iout.~\ 

Art  ax.  He  comes;  and  now  too  late—-" - 
Phar.  (behind)  Away,  Tigranes, 

Firfl  flop  the  foaming  torrent  in  its  courfe. 
Where  is  this  tyrant  who  defies  the  gods  ? 

This  monarch  fam’d  for  violated  vows? 

T  his  father,  thirfting  for  his  children’s  blood  ? 


SCENE, 
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SCENE  VII. 

ATHRIDATES,  ARTAXIAS,  PHARNACES, 
ARTABANES,  TIGRANES,  and  Soldiers. 

At  hp..  Behold  him  here,  and  tremble  at  his 
vengeance  ! 

Ph  ar.  The  righteous  gods  have  given  him 
to  my  fword. 

Die,  monfter,  die  !  and  let  thy  third;  of  blood 
lu  thy  own  blood  be  fated. 


SCENE  VIII. 

THAMYRIS,  PHARNACES,  ATHRIDATES, 
ARTABANES,  TIGRANES,  ORCHANES, 
and  Soldiers , 


THAMYRIS. 

(Rujhing  from  the  ‘Temple,  and.  catching  Athridates  ixt 

her  arms.) 

Stop,  inhuman  ! 

Or  through  this  bofom - 

Athr.  •  Hence  ;  thy  woman’s  weaknefi 
Blafts  my  unfullied  fame. 

Phar.  Woul d’ft  thou  defend  him  ? — • 
This  tyrant ! - 

Tham. 
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Tham.  Is  my  father - 

Phar.  He  Peeks  thy  life - 

Tham.  He  gave  it. - If  thy  wrongs 

Demand  a  victim*  ftrike - ftrike  here,  Phar- 

naces ; 

But  fpare  his  facred  life - 

Phar.  Thou  haft  prevailed  : 

Thy  virtue  has  difarm’d,  and  given  me  back 
To  honour’s  better  purpofe.  To  the  brave 
A  conquer’d  foe  is  facred.  Athridates, 

Receive  thy  life,  thy  kingdom. 

At  hr.  I  difdain 

A  life  thy  gift ;  my  firm  unconquer’d  foul 
Rejects  thy  offer’d  mercy.  Athridates 
Will,  ftill  a  monarch,  join  his  anceftors : 

This  blow,  and  all  is  well.  (Stabs  himfelf. ) 

Tham.  O  fatal  raftmefs  ! — — 

Phar.  Why,  Athridates,  haft  thou  robb’d 
my  heart 

Of  that  beft  joy,  the  tranfport  of  forgiving  ? 
Athr.  Too  far,  Pliarnaces,  has  my  rage 
purfued - 

Too  deep  has  vengeance  drain’d  the  cup  of 
death - 

Come  near,  my  daughter :  take  my  laft  embrace. 
Canft  thou  forgive  thy  wrongs?  The  mift  of 
pafiion 

Fades  from  my  dying  eyes,  and  fets  thy  goodnefs, 

Thy  filial  piety,  in  dread  array - — 

Ye  Cappadocian  warriors,  fee  your  queen  \ 

Thy  arm,  Artaxias — inftant  lead  me  hence— 

I  would  not  with  my  laft  expiring  groans 
Prophane  this  holy  temple. 

Tham.  Powers  of  mercy  ! 

Yet  fpare  his  days  ! 

Athr.  And  doft  thou  weep  for  me  ? 

Whole 
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Whofe  unrelenting  hand - my  breath  grows 

fhort - 

I  can  no  more - 1  faint  ■  —  a  fudden  dark- 

nefs - 

1  die - —my  child— — farewell - farewell  for 

ever ! 

(Falls  into  the  arms  of  Orchanes  and  ArtaxiasJ 

Tham.  My  breaking  heart - a  moment 

more - -my  father  ! 

He  dies - ’tis  paft !— — 

(Artaxias  and  Orchanes  bear  off  the  body  of 

Athridates.) 


SCENE  IX, 


THAMYRIS,  PHARNACES, 


Phar.  There  fled  tV  indignant  fpirit : 

A  fad  example  of  the  ills  which  flow 
From  fell  revenge,  and  fury  unreftrain’d. 

Turn  from  that  fight  of  woe,  and  let  thy  heart 

[to  Thamyris.] 

With  other  feelings,  with  a  mother’s  tranfport 
Expand,  and  glow  with  gratitude  to  heaven 
For  thy  Eumene’s  life. 

(Whiljl  Pharnaces  is  (peaking,  Orontes  leads  Eu- 
menes  dovjn  the  (lage ,  and  prefents  him  tn 
Pharnaces  and  Thamyris. 


SCENE 
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I  .  j 

SCENE  X. 


THAMYRIS,  PHARNACES,  EUMENES, 

ORONTES, 


♦ 

Pham.  My  child  ! - my  child  ! 

Phar.  My  boy  ! — my  kingdom’s  hope  !  — 
Do  I  once  more. 

With  all  a  parent’s  heartfelt  tendernefs, 

A  parent’s  joy,  behold  thee  ?  To  the  power 
Whole  hand  has  fav’d  us,  let  the  victim  bleed, 

I  he  pure  libation  flow,  the  fragrant  incenfe 
In  fpiry  clouds  afcend  1 

Tham.  Alas,  my  lord  ! 

E’en  ’midft  the  foft  delight  that  fills  my  foul 
for  thine,  and  my  Eumenes’  dangers  paft, 

My  father’s  fate  rends  my  divided  heart. 

Checks  the  fond  rapture,  prompts  the  plaintive: 
flgh, 

And  calls,  unbid  the  tender  filial  tear. 

Or  on.  That  tear,  O  queen!  is  graceful: 
but  remember 

Thy  foil,  thy  hufband,  fubje&s,  bid  thee  chace 
i  hefe  unavailing  forrows;  and  with  heart 
Refign  d  and  humble,  bow  to  awful  heaven 
For  fafety,  life,  and  empire. 

Phar.  Power  Supreme  ! 

Gr'eat  univerfal  Lord  !  from  this  fair  hour 
Let  Cappadocia’s  fons,  with  Pontus’ join’d, 
Beneath  a  milder  fway  forget  their  toils ! 


Though 
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[Though  long  divided  by  the  arts  of  Pvome, 
Whole  wild  ambition  lets  the  t*o*ld  in  arms. 
The  kindred  nations  in  ea,ch  other's  blood 
Their  frantic  fwords  imbrued.  Do  thou  infpirC 
The  gentler  purpofe  !  And,  amid  the  joys 
Of  facred  peace,  a  firm,  united  band, 

Be  it  their  glory  to  obey  the  laws 

Fram’d  for  the  general  good  ;  and  ours  to  find 

The  wreathe  of  concpaefi:  in  our  people’s  love. 


* 

/ 

*  •' 


the  end. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Written  by  a  FRIEND, 


And  fpoken  by  Mrs.  YATES. 


T  Ar  all  this  huflle ,  fTzgt’,  tragic  roar , 

Which  Jome  wits  here  politely  call  a  bore. 
Have  I  not  wept,  and  rav'd,  and  tore  my  hair , 
Till  1  forc'd  to  weep ,  fome  to  flare  P 

Tet  now  1  mu  ft,  hy  cujlom,  to  divert  you, 

'  \ Tell  what  I  think  of  this  heroic  virtue. 

Mirth  has  increas'd,  when  tragedies  are  fnifh'd, 
Increafes  f  ill ,  and  mufl  not  he  diininiilrd.  * 

Alive  your  paffion  tho ’  our  play  may  keep , 

Behind  the  curtain  you  muf  have  a  peep. 

Tho1  bright  the  tragic  character  appear , 

Our  private  foibles  you  delight  to  hear. 

In  Hf  d s  great  drama  the  Jame  rule  we  find  ; 

When  on  that  fiage  the  patron  of  mankind 
Performers  of  his  part  — the  public  virtues  flrike , 
But  'tis  the  fecret  anecdote  we  Ike. 

Jf  there  a  Patriot  rave  with  furious  might. 

And  love  his  country  — out  of  downright  f pi te  ; 

It  paffes  for  a  copy  of  his  face  ; 

Has  he  not  been  at  Court  to  beg  a  Place  ? 

When  fome  bright  Orator  h  s  country  s  caufe 
Sujlains,  and  talks  of  Libei  ty  and  Laws, 


Hear, 


, . 


tt  .11 
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